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High Five 


Author's Notes: 
Pure, unadulterated porn with no plot whatsoever. For Acillatem, who came up with the idea in the message 


board 


Dave is sitting next to him in the corner booth in a bar, but he isn't pressed up against his side like usual. This 
isn't disturbing him, because Dave isn't pressed up against him because he's turned toward David, studying his 
face, calculating his next question about David's past sexual experiences. And David had to admit it - he is 
enjoying the hell out of tormenting him by being mysterious. 


Its a game they are currently playing. A dare of sorts, where Dave is curious about David's sex life outside of 
them, and at the same time fighting the obvious need to eviscerate whoever dared touch what, in his mind, 


belongs to him alone in a fit jealous rage. The half pained, half aroused look on his face is positively hilarious. 


It's an off comment, something David doesn't even think about even as he's saying it, that takes their little 
game away from the safe side of the court. It's so casual, he can't even remember exactly what he said, but 


whatever it was it made Dave suck in a breath, widen his eyes at him in shock and regale him with the Flaring 


Nostrils of Doom, all at the same time. 


Now, usually, just one of those would be a clear sign that private property is about to be damaged and David 
should start writing up signed apologies and checks in advance, but as it is their little game allows him to just 
sit back and raise a questioning eyebrow. In a display of self control Dave didn't posses a few years ago, he 

downs the last of his beer, gets up, goes to the men's room and returns to the table with his face scrubbed 


red and a new topic of conversation ready. David is absurdly proud of him. 
After that, it starts to get weird. 


Well, Dave starts to get weird. Like he's not sure how he fits inside his own skin when he's around David, 
averting his eyes and not finishing sentences, like every time he looks at him he gets caught thinking about 
something and can't stop. And since they are together all the fucking time, it gets to the point when David 


realizes he'll have to do something about it. 


He confronts Dave about it and after a conversation that adds painful new shades to the word "awkward", 
David realizes the comment in question was of the sex kind, in the kink section, right under object insertion 
Somehow, being the idiot he is and lacking brain-to-mouth filter, he managed to let it slip to Dave that he's 
been fisted, by someone who isn't Dave. Recently. 


Its not that they are exclusive, or anything like that. Dave is married, for fucks sake. And they don't pretend 
they've never had their experiences with other people. They just don't talk about it, mainly because whenever 
the idea of David fucking some other guy comes up Dave starts throwing punches, usually at unsuspecting 
bystanders, even if he's trying to manage his anger problems these days. Old habits and all that. 


At first, he thinks maybe Dave wants to find this person and shoot them in the face, and that is all this whole 
thing has been about. He doesn't even dare think the dude's name, because jealous Dave is a fucking psychic 


and they already have a bad enough reputation to add murder to it. 


But no. After getting his confirmation, Dave looks at him like he's never seen him before, and drops the 
subject. David doesn't drop his guard, though, because he knows his friend well and he knows all of his tactics. 
It wouldn't be the first time Dave feigned innocence before going on a surprise killing spree, but after a few 
weeks David starts to relax in the face of this turn of events. Maybe Dave's finally grown up enough, matured 


enough that he no longer has the need to eliminate those he considers his supposed opponents. 


David expects maybe more questions, maybe some awkwardness, perhaps some intense sex sessions where 
Dave can vent his rage and proclaim his everlasting claim and whatever it is that he needs to appease his 
troubled mind. But that doesn't happen. Nothing happens. Dave acts normal Or as normal as possible, if you 
consider that he doesn't look at David in the eye anymore and tries to find subtle ways to occupy his attention 
elsewhere when he walks into the room, and David is left walking on eggshells, terrified that any moment the 


ticking timebomb will go off and it will be worse just because it's been bottled up for too long. 


Really, there is only so much a guy can take. 


"Ok" he says, plopping down on the couch next to Dave, who's making a big deal out of tuning his guitar for the 
fifth time "What's wrong?" 


Dave doesn't look up "Nothing" 
"Something's wrong" he states, trying to catch hazel eyes with his. 


"Why would you say that?" The mildness in his tone of voice is much too studied to even be something Dave 


would say. 


"Because you won't look at me when | talk to you" David says, rolling his eyes ". Also because you're pretending 


to be tuning your guitar so you won't have to look at me" 
"Im not pretending" Dave says placidly, still not looking up. 
David grits his teeth "Its tuned’ 

"Hts not" 

"You know, that l'm a bassist doesn't make me a moron" 
Dave pauses, then "I never said that 


"Dave" he tries, in his most imperative tone of voice he reserves only for Dave at his most stubborn and 


occasionally for his dog "What. Is. Wrong.’ 


Dave swallows, glancing over at him as he keeps picking at the strings of his guitar to keep his hands busy 
"The other day we were talking’ 


David blinks "You'll have to more specific than that, man" 

Dave rolls his eyes "About sex" 

David cringes. He really doesn't know why he even harbored any hopes that this was about something 
different. It must have been temporary insanity, making him feel safe for so long, thinking Dave's finally grown 
up enough to just let things go when Dave's just been biding his time. 


Still, he soldiers on "And?" 


Dave pins him with wide, intense hazel eyes, and David steels himself becouse here it comes. Here comes the 


screaming and the threatening and the great and terrible vengeance. 


| want to try it" Dave says, all at once, like the words are paining him, and certainly that is a trick of the 
light and not Dave blushing. David blinks owlishly at him. 


"What" It's not even a question, just a flat sound that somewhat resembles a word. 

Dave's eye twitches, but he repeats nonetheless "I want to try it" 

David frowns at him, analyzing the whole conversation to see what he missed. The thing about talking to Dave 
is that sometimes it feels like he's leaps and bounds ahead, like he's making a bunch of connections David can't 
see for the life of him. What the fuck are they even talking about? What's there to try? Oh. 

Oh 

Fuck 

"Fuck" he repeats aloud, because it sort of conveys his current sentiment. 


Dave grins "Exactly" 


"You want to try it" David repeats slowly, tasting the words and trying to get his brain to precess them 


without short-circuiting. 
| do" 

David gulps "On you" 
"Yog" 

"By me" 

"Exactly" 


"Ok" David squawks in agreement, like it's startled out of him. Dave grins, seemingly taking this as his cue to 


throw his guitar to the side and drop to the floor in front of him "Oh! Oh. What, right now?" 


Dave pauses his hands from where they are poised on the fly of David's pants to pin him with a look that 
conveys exactly how stupid he feels David is being right now and to please stop that. 


"No, let's make an appointment for next Tuesday" and no one should look so hot rolling his eyes as he insults 


you, but there is something about the way Dave drags down the zipper and wraps his cock in calloused fingers 


that makes David forgive the whole thing ". Yeah, right now, idiot" 


David's startled brain is catching up with this whole thing, slower than he'd want it to, but he feels he's 


allowed a little bit of breathing space when Dave is doing that with his tongue. 


"Jesus Christ," David pants, as Dave swallows him up without preamble, his hands automatically reaching up to 
grab fistfuls of strawberry blonde hair and pulling Dave's whole body tenses in response, eyes narrowing to 
slits as he moans around David's dick. 


"Oh, it's like that, is it?" David asks, a grin breaking out on his face, because it's been awhile since he was the 
one calling the shots. 


Dave doesn't answer, just moans some more, contorting so that he can suck the head of David's dick into his 
mouth. David's eyes nearly roll back inside his own skull when he feels the soft scrape of Dave's teeth, the 
rasp of his tongue as he licks at the slit. 


Testing the waters, David pushes a little too deep. Normally that would earn him a growl, a pinch at his hips to 
remind him that even when Dave is going down on him, Dave is still running the show. But this time Dave's 
eyes darken and his body sort of shivers. He hollows out his cheeks as he bobs his head, pushing forward as 
he sucks David down until David can feel his throat fluttering around his head. 


It used to throw him, send his world spinning off axis when Dave got like this, when Dave was the one that 
eager and desperate and needy. God, he could barely believe it was even happening, that first time. But now .. . 


now David knows exactly what to do, exactly what Dave wants from him. 


He thrusts a little faster, his dick sliding in easy, slick with saliva and pre-come. David sucks on his lips, as he 
watches himself slip in and out of Dave's mouth. God, the way he looks, pupils blown wide, swollen lips wrapped 
tight around David's dick And the sounds he's making .. . the fucking sounds. All wet and sloppy as hell. It 


makes David's balls tighten up, makes him come down Dave's throat with a shout. 


Dave tries to swallow it down, but can't quite get it all, spit and come leaking out of the corners of his mouth. 
The sight has David moaning like a pornstar. He pulls out with a wet pop, grunting a little as the cool air hits 
his sensitive skin. Dave swallows again, then licks at his lips, but his face is still a mess. David drags him up by 
his shirt for a wet, filthy kiss, stealing his breath as well as he can when he's having a hard time breathing 
himself. 


‘Come on" he says against Dave's swollen lips, muscling him to his feet and towards the bed room. Now that 
his blood's pumping faster, his brain is running options like a porn sampler on 200% speed, images crowding his 
head about what Dave wants him to do and how he's going to do it and Jesus Christ, he can't get Dave's 
clothes off fast enough. 


"Fuck, I've been thinking about this" Dave pants, shivering when David drags blunt nails up his side ". | couldn't 
get the image out of my head. You on all fours, spread open so wide--fuck, even if | wanted to kill the fucker 
who saw you like that, did that to you, | couldn't stop thinking about it, about you-" 


"And then?" David asks, biting the side of Dave's neck and savoring every strangled word, every sweet, 


tortured sound as he drags his hand upwards from the hard line of Dave's cock, across his stomach, over his 


chest, all the way up to his mouth to feel the words as they spill out. 


"And then | started think-thinking about what it would feel lke" he says, ripping at the digits and grinding his 


crotch against David's leg ". Your-your hands are so~" 


David stops him with a hard, scorching kiss, because there is only so much his imagination can take if they 
are going to do this without his head imploding. 


"On the bed," he says, his throat gone dry. "| want you on your back, legs pulled up so | can lick you till you're 
wet and loose. Then I'm going to finger you till you're riding my hand, begging for it" 


Dave makes a desperate sound deep in his throat, then throws himself at the bed, making the wooden slats 
creak. He sprawls out on his back, wiggling his shoulders to get comfortable, then he's hitching his hands under 
his thighs, pulling his legs up and apart, exposing his little pink hole. 


David feels his cock twitch at the sight, attempting to stir back to life. It doesn't even make it to half hard, 
but it doesn't matter. He's taking his time tonight. He walks towards the bed, stopping by the nightstand to pull 
out the bottle of lube. He drops it on the bed as he crawls up between Dave's legs, reaching up to drag stray 
locks of hair sticking to his sweaty forehead before giving him a long, slow kiss, dragging his mouth over 


Dave's pale collarbone after. 


“There are other things you should be doing with your tongue, Junior" Dave groans, burying his hand in David's 
hair. David bites him, hard, right where his shoulder meets his neck in retaliation, savoring the way Dave 


shudders and moans, because he's running the show now. 


He trails downwards, stopping to nip and molest pink ripples until they are reddened and hard, and their owner 
is shivering and babbling, a continuous stream of pleas and moans and swears dripping from his lips. David 
doesn't let himself be rushed, though, and by the time he licks a long line over a tempting hipbone, Dave's 


Voice's gone hoarse and his dick is leaking over his stomach, begging for attention 


"Fuck, come on, come on, please" Dave whimpers, groaning when David licks a dribble of precome from his taut 
belly, muscles contracting under such ministrations. 


David lets out an agreeing noise, but he bypasses Dave's dick completely, making him groan in frustration and 
swat at his head. He grabs the offending hand and pins it on the bed, grinning as he buries his face between 
Dave's legs. 


His nose is brushing up against Dave's balls and he can't help but get a good whiff of Dave's musky smell 
every time he breathes in, which only serves to make David want him more. He sucks desperately at Dave's 
hole, then laves at it with flat of his tongue and is rewarded with a steady stream of moans pouring out of 
Dave, who arches up into David's touch, his fingers digging into his thighs. He gasps and begs for more as he 
starts to loosen up, his hole gaping opening just enough for David to work the point of his tongue in. It's warm 


and tight and tastes like the soap Dave must have used to clean himself with beforehand. 


Which means that Dave must have been planning for this, hoping that David would be willing to eat his ass out 
before fisting him, the manipulative little fucker. David's dick throbs at the thought and he shoves his tongue 
in deep, curling the end as he works it in and out of Dave's body. 


"Your fingers," Dave moans, "give me your fingers." 


David pulls back far enough to admire the view as he slips his thumb into his mouth. He sucks at it, then 
swipes it under his tongue, gathering up saliva Then he quickly pulls it out and rubs it firmly against Dave's 
hole, working the muscle until it is flexing around the tip. Dave whimpers as David pushes it in. He circles his 


thumb slowly, pressing into Dave's inner walls, opening him wider as David works his thumb deeper. 


"You like that, don't you?" David asks as he watches Dave's face, watches the way he sucks in breath after 


breath, the pulse in his neck throbbing fast. 


He pulls his thumb free, ignoring Dave's whine of protest. He reaches for the bottle of lube and dribbles some 
of it on his middle and index fingers, gets them drippy with it, then pushes them in, scissoring them after a 

few thrusts. Dave lets out a muffled curse, his ass clenching around them, squeezing down so tight that David 
doesn't dare move them. Instead he leans in close, licks around them, makes the tissue all soft and pliant, eager 


to get fucked. 


Stretching Dave out is one of David's favorite things to do. He likes the way Dave shifts, the way he lifts his 
hips into the press of David's fingers. He never seems ashamed of his pleasure or of how David can draw it 

out of him so easily, not after all the years they've been together. He's never loud, even if he is very vocal, 
but he doesn't have to yell or shout to get his point across. He'll turn his head against the pillow and exhale 

shakily as though David is taking him apart piece by piece with his fingers. 


David shudders at the sight, leaning down to mouth at his hip while Dave's cock drips precome across the skin 
of his stomach. Dave has given up trying to watch or urge him on with words by this point, has slumped back 
against the mattress with one arm thrown over his eyes. David is stupidly proud of that. The noise of his 
hand working between Dave's legs is loud and crude in the quiet of the room and Dave's heavy breathing and 


occasional shuddering moan only makes it filthier. 


From where he is, David grinds against the sheets, needing any sort of contact to ease the ache. It doesn't do 


much, but it's enough for the moment. 


"You want another one?" he asks, scraping his teeth gently over his skin and Dave doesn't answer, but instead 


spreads his legs wider apart, which is as close as to an affirmative as he's going to get. 


It's easy to slide his little finger inside, but the noise Dave lets out is high and surprised as though it's more 
than he ever expected David can't help but sit back to watch where Dave is stretched around him, where he's 
slick with so much lube that it's dripping down his inner thighs. He's gentle when he moves his hand, but Dave 


rolls his hips, pushes down harder, clearly wanting more. 


David gives him what he needs, thrusting his fingers with enough force to make Dave's breath catch with 
every slick push. It's a sight that never gets old. To have Dave laid out before him, entirely at his mercy. 
David loves that Dave will give himself over, will let David trace every line of his body with his mouth or his 
fingertips, whichever he prefers, with an abandon and a trust that wasn't there at the beginning of their 
relationship, when everything was a crude fight for dominance with no room for soft touch. David thinks that, 
most of all, he's proud deserving that. 


David rewards him by licking a long strip along the underside of his cock with the flat of his tongue. Dave jerks 


against him, making another breathless sound, and David can smell the scent of him everywhere. 


"You like that?" he murmurs, already knowing the answer, but enjoying the way Dave grunts in irritation, as 


though annoyed that David even has to ask. 


David chuckles and licks just under the head of Dave's erection and then leans back to stare once more 
between Dave's legs. He still can't get over how perfectly Dave squeezes around his fingers and he wonders if 
he could take any more. They haven't crossed any lines yet, this is something they've done before, but what 
Dave wants---He thinks about pushing Dave to that edge of his limit and his own cock twitches at the image 


it draws in his mind. 


"You sure you want me to do this, babe?" he asks, rubbing his free hand up and down the inside of Dave's 


thigh. 

"Yeah. C'mon" Dave says breathlessly, nodding with his hair all stuck to his face and neck like tendrils of molten 
rock, and David groans, because however much they both want this, his cock would much rather fuck Dave 
just like this and be done with it. 

"Ok" he says, suckling at the head of Dave's cock a little bit before he leans forward, bracing himself with the 
hand not between Dave's legs to kiss Dave softly. His lips are gentle, but his teeth are sharp and David pulls 
away with a chuckle as Dave starts nipping at him. 

‘Okay, just say if you want me to stop. | mean it. One word and we call it quits." 

Dave nudges him with his heel and seems to restrain himself from rolling his eyes out of sheer force of will 
"Just get on with it, Junior." 


Someone's demanding, David thinks, but doesn't say it aloud because he is so very okay with getting on with it. 


He reaches for the lube, lying discarded at the end of the bed, and squirts it over the rest of his hand, using 


way more than he needs, but doesn't care at all. He's going to make this as easy for Dave as possible. 


He thrusts his fingers in and out of Dave a few more times before tucking his thumb in and meeting his eyes 


again. 
"Okay?" 


Dave nods and curls his hands into the sheets, his expression unreadable as David pushes just a little more 
and feels Dave give way to the extra digit. He can't comprehend the tightness around him, just knows that it's 
possibly the hottest thing he's felt in his life. 


"Oh my god," he mutters and Dave shifts as though trying to get comfortable and he can't help but wrap his 


free hand around Dave's cock and stark jerking him off to relax his muscles again. 


Dave's face is tinged pink and there's sweat gathering on his brow, and David thinks he looks perfect, perfect, 
smothered in his own hair and gasping for breath. He lets Dave get used to the feeling, murmuring nonsensical 


praise until he finally draws in a shuddering breath again. 

"C'mon, do it," Dave orders breathlessly and David rubs his thumb over the head of Dave's cock as he pushes, 
watching as he starts to stretch further. He stops just before the bulk of his knuckles, but Dave repeats his 
request and the feeling is exquisite as David's hand slips in 


It bottoms out slightly, but David feels Dave's heat the entire way down to his wrist, where he stops. 


"Christ almighty," Dave whispers, almost afraid to move because his entire hand is inside Dave, and this is 
beyond any and all fantasies he's ever had. 


Dave doesn't seem much better. He's panting and squeezing tightly around David, the sheets pulled taut, almost 
to the point of ripping, where he's gripping them tightly. 


"You okay, baby?" David asks, kissing the inside of his thigh and Dave doesn't answer, but he nods enough that 
David knows he's telling the truth and not acting tough. "Do you want me to wait a little while?" 


This time, Dave shakes his head negatively. 

"Mo--move," he says, lifting his hips before David can even get the chance to comply. It shifts the hand David 
has inside of him and he groans loud and harsh as though he's been punched. It's a little fitting, David 
supposes. 

| don't want to hurt you," David tells him, remembering how overwhelming the pressure can be, how alien, but 
Dave grunts and frowns in response, his whole body shivering convulsively in the way that always lets David 


know he's close to coming undone. 


"Does it look like you're hurting me?" he asks, moving again, cock jerking in David's loose hold. 


"No," David breathes out. "Definitely not" 


He tenses his hand, shifting his knuckles as much as he can with Dave squeezing around them, and Dave turns 
boneless under him. When he starts stroking Dave's cock again, Dave seems to give in completely with a low 


moan. 


David doesn't try to move his hand more than wriggling it gentle, but Dave seems to appreciate it 
nevertheless because his face scrunches up with tension, low whimpers tumbling from his lips and his cock 
leaks over David's knuckles. David still can't wrap his mind around the fact that his whole hand is inside Dave. 
Not just three or four fingers that he usually uses. His whole hand. 


He's close to coming from just the thought and, apparently, he isn't alone because Dave lifts his hips and 
heaves out a breath that sounds as though he isn't going to last long. 


"Good?" David asks, jerking Dave off faster, just because he can and the sight of him thrashing in devastating 


pleasure is mesmerizing. 


Dave doesn't reply, but he does shut his eyes, squeeze around David's fist, and come across his stomach and 
David's wrist, his whole body shuddering with it like an earthquake ripping through the surface of his skin It's 


quick and hits David low in the gut because he made Dave lose control in almost half the time than usual. 


He strokes Dave until he's sure he's completely finished and then uses that hand to prop himself up so he can 
rut against the mattress and the warmth of Dave's leg. He tries not to jostle his fist too much, but once he 
gets started, there's no stopping the tidal wave of arousal that slams into him, sending fire bubbling through 


his veins. 


"Dave," he murmurs, leaning in close enough to leave a trail of dull bite marks down Dave's side. He knows how 
sensitive Dave can get after coming, but he doesn't even try to push David away, merely sighing at the 
contact. Dave licks across the smooth skin, tasting a mixture of sweat and come, before he buries his face in 


the hollow of Dave's hip and lets go, certain his heart is about to tumble out of his chest. 


He hates having to sleep in wet spots, but right now he doesn't care because his body aches with pleasure 
until it fades to a steady buzz under his skin It's perfect and not at all how he expected to come at the 
beginning of this whole thing, he considers as he slowly coaxes his hand out of Dave's body to a lot of sounds 


of discomfort until he can slip it free and look at it with a strange sense of awe. 

He levers himself up onto his knees, staring down at Dave, who's carefully regarding him in return and it's as 
though they've both just found the answer to the ultimate question of life, the universe, and everything. David 
blinks slowly and then grins. 


"High five?" 


Dave lets out a startled laugh, familiar with David's humor in a way that has him shaking his head and 


spreading his arm, signaling for him to come closer and stop being such an idiot. 


We should talk about my past sexual experiences more often, David thinks hazily as he settles against Dave's 
side. There are a few things he'd like to show Dave now that they've opened up this little well of possibilities. 
He wonders at it hazily for a few seconds, but the afterglow fairies come, then, and club him on the head with 


their wands until he falls asleep, rocked by the steady beat of Dave's heart under his hand. 


